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For the Youth’s Companion. | 
A MIDSUMMER LETTER. 

Dear Bors anv Gruus.—Summer is | 
with ws now, in all her bloom and beauty ; 
she may sometimes be a little too | 
liberal of her heat to be pleasant ; but| 
with your light gossamer dresses and cool | 
straw hats, you can enjoy yourselves 
famously beneath the shade of some wide- 
spreading tree, at noon-tide. Then in the 
evening you can sit by the open window, 
while the soft gale wafts in the odor of 
gweet-briar, and rose, and honeysuckle ; 
gna the birds will warble their songs for 
jou, or perhaps you can warble for your- 
selves. As far back as I can remember I 
loved the summer evening. I always find 
something beautiful to look at. There is 
the gorgeous sunset—what a magnificent 
sight! Why, if sunset were exhibited 
like panoramas, what thousands, nay, | 


millions, of money would be given to be-| 





hold the splendor ef the scene; but as we| 
an see them for nothing, I am afraid) 
many of us scarcely turn our eyes in the | 
direction of the sinking orb of day. | 

Whenever I find » boy or a girl that} 
alls my attention to the glories of sunset | 
orsunrise, I know at once that such a boy | 
a girl is out of the common track, as| 
the saying is. Such a token of apprecia- | 
tion of the beauties of nature tells me at} 
once ofa superior mind in that boy or 
el | 


This is the season when city folks oat 


R’S w their fine houses, cover the furniture 
NES. §& with cloths, roll up the carpets, lock the 
ae ; capboards, let the clocks run down, close 
ILY KET ‘he blinds, and fly away off to the sea-| 
vill vot PGR side or the country. Wherever you may | 
is, and Ge be, you will find much to admire and talk | 
. mare atout. If it should be your good fortune | 
ag tofind a home for a month or so by the | 
: aye sta-side, why I must say I almost envy | 
you the cool breezes, and the glorious 

“7 fad romps you will have with old father Nep- 
t From. tune. Ihave spent many years of my 
oa life by the ocean side, and grew so fami- 
. fg ‘liar with the old sea-god that he has often | 
NY. been under the necessity of dashing a| 
ROOMS HE ware in my face to keep me from running 
*wew Yell Of with all his fish. A real queer old 
fellow is Neptune ; when you catch him 

ina pleasant humor it is glorious sport to 





tumble about in his great lap.” 


Wear some tall cliff, at such a time, and 


improve wonderfully with 
practice, and with a little pa- 
tience you will be enabled to 
bring home something that 
will be a joy forever. You 
may smile at this hint, yet I 
can tell you itis worth your 
while to try. And more than 
this; who knows but among 
some of you may be young 
painters ; perhaps you are not 
aware of the fact yourselves 
No one can tell what he may 
do till he tries. It was just 
in this way that most of the 
great and renowned painters 


commenced. Perhaps you have heard or 
|read of the little shepherd-boy of Italy, 
| who was once discovered by a great paint- 
|er, sketching a lamb onastone. The old 
|artist was so struck with the correctness 
of the design that he made arrangements 
|to have the boy trained in his studio.— 
That boy is now known as the great 
The cut which accompanies this 
letter represents the interview between 


Giotto. 


the shepherd-boy and the painter. 


But supposing you don’t all turn out to 
be young Giottos, you will at least bor- 
row an additional interest from your ex- 
And then, too, the very fact of 
your looking with what I may presume 
on the various 
to refine your 
a love for the 
You 
|must naturally be led to think upon the 
| goodness of that Being who formed such 
| beauties for his creatures to delight in.— 
Perhaps you may think I am expecting 


cursions. 


to call an artist’s eye, 
scenes of nature, tends 
mind, and create in you 


glorious works of your Creator. 


too much from persons so young as you 
Not at all; I know whom I speak to. 
don’t think 


one is for the ear, the other for the eye 
and both are for the heart. 


But if I write any more you will grow 
tired of me, so, wishing you a thousand 


joys, pleasant rambles, full sketch-books 


rosy cheeks and bright eyes, I bid you 


good-bye. Sr. J. 





THE LOST PURSE. 
A friend related to me a simple story 


But no-|not long since, which I think is worth 
thing makes him more angry than the telling over. The parties of whom he 
vind, However calm and gentle he may | Spoke were near by, and it was the pre- 
be when the winds are asleep in their) sence of the hero that called the circum- 
tayes, as soon as they come out and play | stances to mind. 

er him he begins to rave and foath at an| Abel Morton was a youth of about 
twful rate. But it is a fine sight to stand | seventeen. His mother was a widow, and 
he an only child. They lived in part of a 


I ever saw a boy or a girl that 
was not fond of music; now beautiful and 
grand sights are the music of seeing. The 





households. 


thing peculiar upon the roadside. 
knit purse. 


clear for copper. 


sank down in a chair. 


* Never mind, Abel. 
in Him.’ 
, 


asked Abel in a faltering voice. 
‘In many ways, my son. 


,|given us hope and courage. 


ings which afflict our fellows. 


for worlds. 
drunken crime. 


and honor ?” 


and spent several hours in hunting for 
work, but he found nothing to do. Some 
seemed to turn him away because he look- 
ed so ragged, while others said they never 
employed any one outside of their own 


Faint and sick at heart, Abel bent his 
steps homeward. He had left the village, 
and was turning into the narrow lane that 
led to his home, when he detected some- 
He 
picked it up and found it to be a small 
It was quite heavy, and the 
jingle of the contents was too sharp and 


The poor youth did not stop to open it 
then, for it was already dusk, and he 
knew that his mother would be anxious. 
So, with a strangely beating heart, he 
hurried homeward. He entered the little 
room where his mother was sitting, and 


* Alas ! no work,’ the widow murmured, 
as she saw the cloud upon the boy’s face. 
‘No,’ he replied; ‘I tried all round, 
[| but it was no use.’ 

God is good. We 
shall not suffer as those who have no trust 


* But how does he help us, mother? 


He has pre- 
served us through many trials, and has 
He has pre- 
served to me a true and virtuous child, 
and has held us clear from many suffer- 
Look at 
Mrs. Tyndal ; see her with all her wealth, 
»|suffering tortures that I would not suffer 
See her only son, a poor, 
miserable inebriate, and in prison for a 
For what would we ex- 
change our noble consciousness of right 


Abel made no reply. There had been 
something bearing down heavily upon his 
soul—something which lay in his pocket 


tehow the great green waves come roll- 
igin on the beach, flinging their white 


ofthe rocks. Ah, how I loved this when 
thoy! And now, since I can’t see the 
dd cliffs of my young days, I love to 


\my away up among the dripping crevices 


think of these happy times,or gaze upon 





Pictures that bring such scenes vividly to 
mind! And here is a point I would beg 
Jou'to observe. I have often regretted 
fit’ did not fill my sketch-book with 
drawings of some scenes I never expect to 
Whold more. What a pleasure it would 
be to turn over the leaves, and as I look 
the pictures of these ‘ old familiar faces,’ 
tmost live my past life over again. 

Now, then, boys and girls, is your time. 
Get your fathers to purchase some draw- 
ing paper and crayons, and any striking 
wenery or pretty views you may meet 
Within your summer rambles, try to sketch 
em off. They may be, in some cases, 
Very poor likenesses indeed ; but you will 


ay 


small hut in the outskirts of the village, 
and were very poor. During the long, 
cold winter, the widow had been quite 
sick, so that Abel had been obliged to 
spend most of his time with her. The 
youth had never learned any trade, as va- 
rious circumstances had combined to pre- 


suffered much with cold. 


find work, but was not successful. 


leave his mother. 
not do. 





and sent forth a serpent song of plenty.— 
But the load was removed. He drew the 
purse from his pocket and laid it upon 
the table by his side. 

* What is that ?’ said the widow, as she 
heard the sharp click of the coin. 


vent his leaving home. He worked when- 
ever he could get work to do, and thus 
far managed to find food enough to keep 
himself and his mothé alive, though they 


As the spring opened, Abel tried to 
He 
picked up a few odd jobs now and then, 
but the proceeds were barely sufficient to 
purchase enough of the coarsest, cheapest 
food. Clothing they could not buy, and 
poor Abel began to fear that he must beg 
a suit of clothes, or, what was worse, 
But the latter he could 


One afternoon he went into the village 


‘ A purse—lI found it on the road.’ 

‘Found it? Oh, did you find it? 

* Yes, my mother. 
the turn of our lane. 
path.’ 


emptied. 

dollars. 
‘Ten dollars,’ whispered Abel. 

haps we can find who lost it.’ 


asked his mother. 





Tn the road, just at 
It lay in the foot- 


A candle was lighted and the purse 
It contained twenty silver half- 


‘ Per- 
‘Isn't there some name on the purse ?’ 


She took it as she spoke, and upon the 
inside of the clasp, which was lined with 
red morocco, she read,‘ John Thompson.’ 

John Thompson was one of the wealthi- 
est men in the place. He owned a very 


large farm, and, besides su - 
plying a large amount of milk 
to customers, he raised large 
quantities of garden sauce and 
fine fruit, which he sent to a 
neighboring city. 

‘Oh, how easy he could 
spare it!’ whispered Abel.— 
‘It would be no loss to him.’ 

‘That is so in a measure, 
my son,’ said the widow, so- 
lemnly. ‘His would not be 
the loss, but we should lose— 

oh, how much!’ 

* We, mother ?” 

‘Ay, my boy. Should you 
keep this—should we keep it—where 
would our honor be? The next time you 
met Mr. Thompson, you’d fear to look 
him in the face. You could not look at 
him with the happy consciousness of your 
own innocence. There would be a taint 
upon your character—a sting in your soul. 
O, would you keep it, Abel ? 

‘No, my mother, I would not. 
no—I’ll carry it back this very night.’ 
‘ You might wait until morning, for you 
must get me some wood now.’ 

The purse was laid away ina pldte of 
safety, and on the following morning Abel 
started off bright and early, and walked 
with a light and buoyant step, for he was 
satisfied with the work he was doing. 
Mr. Thompson lived in a fine large 
mansion on the top of a gentle eminence, 
at a short distance from the road, and 
was surrounded by a park of noble trees. 
Abel took his way up the neatly gravelled 
walk, and met the owner upon the broad 
piazza. 

‘Do you wish to see me, sir?’ asked 
the host. He was a kind, generous look- 
ing man, stout and corpulent, with a face 
full of health and good-nature. 

‘ Yes, sir,’ answered Abel, promptly, at 
the same time ascending the piazza. ‘I 
found a purse last evening, and on open- 
ing it we found your name upon it.’ 

* And who is we ?’ 

* My mother and me, sir.’ 

‘Then you did not think you needed 
the money ?” 

‘ Sir? returned the youth, with inquir- 
ing gaze. 

‘Seeing that you bring the money to 
me, I suppose you had no use for it.’ 

‘Use for it, sir?’ repeated Abel, at a 
loss how to understand the man. ‘Oh, 
God knows we had use for it, but not so 
much as we have for our honor and truth.’ 

‘ Were you afraid to keep it?’ pursued 
Mr. Thompson, in the same peculiar tone. 

‘ Afraid! what do you mean? Dol 
love my mother because I’m afraid to hate 
her? I brought your money back because 
it was yours, and not mine.’ 

Thus speaking, Abel handed the gen- 
tleman the purse and turned away. Mr. 
Thompson did not say a word, and the 
youth kept on, feeling glad that he had 
done right: yet at the same time almost 
ready to cry at the reception he had met 
with. “ 

When he reached home he sank into a 
chair, and leaned his head upon his hand. 

* Why, what’s the matter, Abel ?’ asked 
his mother, in alarm. 

But, before he could answer, they were 
both startled by hearing a horse trot up 
to the door. It was Mr. Thompson. He 
dismounted, and, as the door was open, 
entered without ceremony. He bade the 
widow a cheerful good morning, and then 
took a seat. 

‘I’ve come on business, and I may as 


No, 


Abel, he asked: ‘Are you engaged at 
present ?” 
‘No, sir,’ replied the youth eagerly, for 
the man spoke very kindly. 
‘ Wouldn’t you like something to do » 
* Oh yes, sir. I spent all the day yes- 
terday in looking after work. My moth- 
er is not well, and I must earn something.” 
‘Can you write ?’ 


* Yes, sir.’ 
‘ Pretty well ?” 
‘Yes, sir. My mother has taught me 


more than I should have learned at school.’ 

‘You can cypher, then?’ 

‘Yes, sir. I have been pretty tho- 
roughly as far as cube root.’ 

* Can you drive two horses ?” 

‘Yes, sir. I drove the stage from here 
to Grantborough a good many times last 
winter.’ 

‘Then I think you are just the man I 
wantin a few days. I shall have some 
sauce to send to the city, and as yet I have 
engaged no one to take charge of that de- 
partment. For the last two years I have 
lost considerably by dishonest men. The 
man who carries my produce to market, 
has considerable money to collect ; some- 
times it will average a hundred dollars a 
day for a week ata time. When I buy 
up fruit and berries to send to the city, 
the receipts are considerable. How should 
you like the place ?’ 

‘Icould be with my mother at nights, 
sir? 

* Yes.’ 

‘Then I should like it very much—very 
much, sir. And if I serve you, I shall 
serve you faithfully.’ 

‘I have no fears on that account,’ said 
Mr. Thompson, with a peculiar look. ‘I 
am fully satisfied of your honesty—I saw 
you pick up my purse.’ 

There was a slight shudder starting 
through the youth’s soul, for he could not 
help thinking what would have been the 
result had he kept the money. 

* You are not the first one I have tried,’ 
resumed the gentleman. ‘ First I looked 
upon Samuel Stephens. He is poor, and 
I thought him capable. I dropped my 
purse, with my name plainly written upon 
it, where he should find it, and he kept 
it. Next I tried Lot Poole, and he did 
the same. Some might say I had no busi- 
ness to place temptation in a poor youth’s 
way; but I would give employment to 
those who most needed it, and as there is 
ample temptation in the work I must have 
done, I thought I had a right to try them. 
But you have proved yourself trustworthy, 
and I am glad of it. And now, if upon 
trial, you suit me, I will pay you forty 
dollars a month and board you. What 
say you to that” 

But poor Abel knew not what to say. 
The sum named was enormous to him.— 
He had wondered if he should get as muc! 
as fifteen. ‘ 

‘ Forty ?’ he whispered, fearful that he 
had misunderstood him. 

* Yes, forty dollars a month. Will not 
that answer ?” 

* Oh—yes, sir. It is more than I had 
expected—much more.’ 

‘Then you will be the better satisfied. 
I like to have those who work for me sa- 
tisfied, and then if they do wrong I am 
not to blame. So, suppose you come up 
and look around ; we will commence the 
first month to-day.’ 

The poor widow felt it her duty to say 
something before the kind man left, 
she turned toward him and opened her 
mouth, and then—began to cry. 











well proceed at once.’ Then, turning to 


Mr. Thompson understood it, took her. 
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THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 















unto me.’ 

Skating time came and went; the last 
ice had melted from the pond, but never 
once had Jamie employed his only half- 
holiday in that favorite amusement. He 
had ‘found a source of purer, deeper de- 


length the/widow arose and sank upon her 
son’s bosom. 

‘ OrAbel! God has blessed us wondrous- 
ly.’ 


was succeeded by one of joy at the abun- 
dant y of v ee = » that no 
steam-engine ever excited so much glad- 
ness astonishment as this one at Enon. 
As far as Tcan describe the emotions of 
my own heart, they were those of great 







‘ Suppose I had kept the money ?” whis- 
pered the youth. 






‘Not that—not that, myson. Ol! it|light, than even boyish sports could af- joy, of thankfulness to our faithful Savior, 
was not the money; though the money, | ford, and of e to all the kind donors. 














like a mirror, reflected yourself. It was| But his new resorts would not always 
the stern integrity of your soul. You/remain hidden. Jamie’s well-worn Tes- 
couldn’t have kept it. The simple carry-|tament once happened to fall from his 
ing back of ten dollars was little to be| pocket in the presence of his parents. 
compared with the principles involved.— | * What is that?’ demanded the father 
He saw your honor—your truth—and for | fiercely. 
what you are, has he hired you.’ | ‘It’s my Testament, father,’ Jamie 

Abel went up to the great house, and | gently replied. —of signs without the ideas. signified.— 
soon found something to do. When he| ‘And where did you get that? Have|p), alphabet he acquired at home before 
returned home at night, Mrs. Thompson] ye been to the Protestant school since I|}. was two years old. What exultation 
sent a covered basket for his mother, and | told ye not ! } 
Mr. Thompson gave him an order on the| 
tailor for 4 suit of new clothes. 

The busy season came on, and Mr. 





MEMORUS WORDWELL. 

The most extraordinary “spelling, and 
indeed reading machine, in our school was 
a boy whom | shall call Memorus Word- 
well. He was mighty and wonderful in 
the acquisition and remembrance of words 






























































































|of parents, what exclamation from admir- 
“No, father; ‘but my teacher gave me |ing visitors! ‘There was never anything 
this a great while ago. : \like it.” As had almost accomplished his 
Thompson was not long in discovering ‘Mise Le. on, )Abe a = wes en 
that he had won a treasure in his new| ‘What Miss L.? The one that lives | evel he wes cent} phe pom, Siwent from | 
hand. Abel sold more produce than had in that splendid house on the hill " | Ache to Abomination in half the summers | 
ever been sold before from the place, and| *‘ Yes, father.” and winters it took the rest of us to go | 
he got better prices, or at least he return-| * Well, well, what’s in the book, let’s| over the same space. It was astonishing 
ed more money, which was far better.—| heer a bit.’ lho quickly he mastered column after 
That was not all. The business was kept) Providentially this was one of the rare| column, section after section, of obstinate 
square—even to the fraction of a penny, occasions when Mr. Ryan was not intoxi- orthographies. 
every day, so that any moment Mr. Thomp- | cated, and as the boy read passage after | Those martial terms I have just used, 
son could tell just how ‘he stood. | passage from his beloved book, the fath- together with our hero's celerity, put me 
But there was one difficulty. |er’s mind opened with a child-like inte-| in mind of Cesar; soI will quote him. 
The producer often wished for the as-|rest to the truths of the Holy Word.—|Memorus might have said, in respect to 
sistance of his produce agent in the even-| From that day he became a sincere in-| the hosts of the spelling-book, ‘I came, I 
ing, especially when he had any accounts | quirer after the truth as it is in Jesus.— | saw, | conquered.” He generally stood 
to make out. So he talked with his wife, | The appetite for strong drink, which had) + the head of a class every one of whom 
and it was soon arranged that the widow | been the cause of his degradation, was at | was two years his elder. Poor creatures! 
Morton should come and find a home be-| ast quenched ; fora stronger thirst had | they studied hard, some of them, but it 
neath their roof. She had grown strong- | taken possession of his soul, even for that! gid no good; Memorus Wordwell was 
er, and the flush of health was again upon| purifying stream of which whosoever | born to be above them ,as some men are 
her cheek, since her son had afforded her | drinketh, shall never thirst. said to have been ‘ born to command.’ 
the many comforts that she needed, and | Mr. Ryan when sober, was an indus-| Master Wordwell was a remarkable 
she accepted the new offer with pleasure. | trious and intelligent man, and by his re- | reader, too. When but five years old he 
Abel could now spend all his time in his! newed energies, his family were soon) could rattle off a word as extensive as the 
employer's interest, and the happiness of| placed in a position of comfort and re-| name of a Russian noble, as easily as the 
all concerned was greatly enhanced there-|spectability. But this was the least good | schoolmaster himself. *He can read in 
by. ® * bien jeflect of Jamie’s love of the truth. With-|the hardest chapters of the Testament, 
I saw a wealthy man walk to his house, | in a few months, both father and mother | ag fast ag’in as I can,’ said his mother.— 


and as he stood and gazed around upon | had cast off the fetters of priestly restraint, « [ never did see anything beat it,’ exclaim- 
his broad acres, half a dozen children 


and were receiving for themselves, with | oq his father ; ‘he speaks up as loud as a 
broke away from an old lady who had|meekness and earnestness, that precious! minister.’ But I have said enough about 
been playing with them, and bounded to| word which was able to save their souls. | ¢}j, prodigy. I have said thus much be- 
his side; and I could hear the happy cries | — Adv, and Guardian, 
of * Papa!’ an 

_It was Abel Morton; and the old lady | HOMEWARD AT NIGHT. 
was his mother. He was an honest, hap- 


* y They had played all day in the leafy wild, 
| Beaaersd cl alice ap gy Truth had | While the mo dae ean cok ‘them! meant. It never entered his head, nor the 


smiled ; | heads of his parents and most of his teach- 
Bat when shadows of night around them fell, | ers, that words and sentences were writ- 
‘They hastened home from the lonely dell. | ten, and should be read, only to be under- 
| stood. 
One little annecdote about Memorus 
Sebe-tonen before we let him go. 

It happened, one day, that the ‘cut and 











| passingly bright, he was the most decid- 
jed ninny in the school, 





THE FAMILY. They had gathered spoils in their bounding play, 


nn ere Berries and mosses, @ rich array ; 
PERSECUTED IRISH SCHOLAR. And swiftly they carried the tribute sweet, 


Among the scholars in a mission Sab- | To lay it down at their mother’s feet. 


large country villages, was a little Irish flowers, ‘ r 
wae whose bright, intelligent face, quick- | = tears had fallen in gayest hours ; 
¢ ; | Bat happier far, for their slight alarms, 
ness of mind, and earnest attention to the The little ones felt in the father’s arme. 
lessons, had awakened great interest in . Rin PRESS 
the mind of his teacher. After afew Sab- | oe 1 mah = _ -~ peal ’ 
baths, however, this boy was missing, and | Gathe ag Orr SES fcr tare ’ 
when sought by the visiting committee |G 
during the week, was never to be found. 
Sometimes he was seen from a distance, | Shadows of darkness are coming soon ; 
looking with apparent interest, as the| Bind up your sheaves, ere your strengt 
Superintendent or one of the teachers| fail, 
passed by, but if they attempted to ap-| Angels are waiting to bid you ‘ Hail.’ 
proach him, he would take to his heels, | tf ye have reaped in your harvest hour 
and, spring over walls and fences with |‘T;easures of wealth, or fame, or power, 
such agility, that there was no hope of Pearls of affection, or gems of love, 
overtaking him. | Offer them all at the shrine above. 

His teacher in the Sabbath-school had! jr ye have wept over broken dreams, 
been a young lady belonging to the | Wandering stars, and unfaithful gleams, 
wealthiest family in the village. One cold | Hasten at sunset, for balm and rest, 
Saturday afternoon in December, after | To the Savior’s arms and the Savior’s breast. 


Jamie had been absent from her class) 
A Moravian Missionary in South Africa, | 


= —— rw — ‘ye needn’t | who had received through the kindness of | up Witte'ih Giet- tole Uantk-Geat i Wel 


be thinking the young leddy’ll come in| friends, a steam engine, to be used for 
the wood-shed to see ye. If ye have any| pumping water upon the parched gardens 
message, ye can go in the house.’ _ _}of the natives, thus describes the astonish- 
“I don't look nice enough to go in,’| ment ofthese Hottentots when the engine | 
said Jamie, glancing ruefully at his torn| d they fi : x: | 
trowsers and coarse muddy boots. Pat, "Ph BP ORG, ey, Ares, new 3 ot works 
It.so, ha d that Miss Li, passing | 
through the hall, heard and _ recog-|sight of the engine and its accompanying 
nized the voice, so she came to the door | apparatus, they had expressed astonish- 
to see what was wanted. Jamie hung) ment, not unmingled with incredulity.— | Jonas” 
down his head in confusion, while the| Opinions the most various were uttered. | 
young lady kindly took his hand in hers, | Some said, ‘It is impossible that water | out now.’ 
and asked if he had been well, and why | should rise straight up an iron pipe, out; * Well, here ’tis.’ 
he had not been to Sabbath-school. |of a well.’ Others were perplexed at the/ ed to the same class.) 
‘Me father wouldn't let me come,” he|odd part to be taken in the work by fire} ‘Spell A-bom-i-na-tion.’ 
sobbed out at last; ‘he bate me because/and boiling water. It was pretty general- Jonas spells. 


| hour, when Memorus, who was perceived 


out to take his place. 


ather them now, while the sun is bright, 


ather them soon, ere the fall of night. | Jonas. 


| Homeward ye press, as the day wears on, | spell Jonas. 


h shall | used the word spell. 


| ride extraordinary on his favorite hobby. 


speed of a boy rushing to play. 





more than a month, he made his appear-| AN ENGINE AMONG HOTTENTOTS. 


no spellin” before I go in. 
ance at the back-door of her father’s 





ed a speller, Jonas did not doubt but tha 





(They both belong 


then took me to a praiste, and he bate me_| failure. 
harder yet.’ . 
does your father know you came here this | water rising perpendicularly out of the| 
afternoon ” | well, and flowing in a copious stream into 







every Saturday afternoon to go skating, if|their expressions of astonishment. Old | 
I promised never to go inside the Sunday-|and young had assembled, not without | with one foot still on the threshold. 
school again. So |] brought my Testa-|some trepidation at the hissing of the| 
ment, and I thought mebbe you'd teaeh | steam. 







s soon as the water began to| Didh’t I send Memorus out to spell you?” 





and 


ole voice than before; for he had 





|cause, although he was thought so sur- | 


The fact is, he| 
did not know what the sounds he uttered | The babe was suffering keenly from cold| she took a handful out of her basket ‘and 
scattered them on the ground ; ‘ theydook 


bath-school lately formed in one of our|There were thorns beneath their brightest | split” for the fire fell short, and Jonas| 


to have less to do than the rest, was sent 


*Memorus, you may go out and|so!’ cried the little girl, burstin 
Our hero did not think of | tears, * you will not die! 
|the Yankee sense in which the master! good Lord will not let you die, for if you 
Indeed, Memorus |do what will become of poor baby and | 
|attached but one meaning to it whenever | 
|it was used with reference to himself. He| 
‘supposed the master was granting him alittle o 


A-b-o-m- bom a-bom (in 
I'd been to the Protestant place, and he|ly agreed, thatthe attempt must prove a|the mean time up goes the ax high in the 
But now, when they saw that, | air), i a-bom-i (down it goes again chuck 
| which they had held to be impossible, |into the wood), n-a ma a-bom-i-na (up it 
* Poor child !’ exclaimed Miss L. ‘ But, really come to pass,—a fine column of|goes again), t-i-o-n tion; chuck the ex 
goes again, and at the same time out flies 
a furious chip, and hits Memorus on the 
*No, ma’am, but he’ said I might have| the gardens, there was almost no end to!nose. At this moment the master appear- 
ed just at the corner of the school-house, 


‘Jonas, why don’t you come in?— 





———— - ( . : a , ‘ ! : i 
by the hand, and bade her be of good|me here, ma'am.) /So\every Saturday af-| flow, all hastened Ree gs it really! * Yes sir sand he hgs bgen spelling me | ble sing. Then there was a great silence 
Cheer, and then hastened away. ternoon found Jamie seated by, her side in | was cold water; for, as they. fire un- | How couldE come in/if he speltme here ?| in the roogm;-and the drunkard’s wife ms 

Until the sound of his horse's tramp | the-beautifal library, reading and earnest /der thet they could not think other-| At this the master’s eye caught Memp-}no more, ; 
had died. away in the distance, both moth- | ly studying the words of the Master, who | wise the ‘water pr uced must | rus, perched upon the top stick, with is|’ Tt was past the hour.of widsiel, Ge 
er and clita sat in perfect silence. At|hae-said, ‘Suffer little children to come|be warm. Then the of wonder} book open on his lap rubbing his ndse, 


ust in the act of putting out the next 
of the column, Ac-com-mo-da-tion 
Memorus in a broken but 


word 


caught a glimpse of the master, and he 
wished to let him know that he ¥ 
doing his duty. This was too much 

the master’s gravity. He perceived the 
mistake, without saying more, 
wheeled back into the school-room, al- 
most bursting with the most tumultuous 
laugh he ever tried to suppress. The 
scholars wondered at his looks, and grin- 
ned in sympathy. 

In a few moments Jonas came in, fol- 
lowed by Memorus with his spelling- 
book, who exclaimed, ‘I have heard him 
spell clean through the whole lesson, and 
he didn't spell hardly any of ’em right.’ 
The master could hold in no longer, and 
the scholars perceived the blunder, and 
there was one simultaneous roar from 
pedagogue and pupils ; the schools laugh- 
ing twice as loud and uproariously in con- 
sequence of being permitted to laugh in 
school-time, and to do it with the accom- 
paniment of the master. 








SCRAPS FOR YOUT H. 


} THE DYING MOTHER. 

| It was Christmas eve, a cold but beau- 
| tiful night, and there was sorrow and suf- 
| fering as well as joy and mirth in the large 
jand populous village of M - Inone} 
| part of the town, was a dark, narrow al. | 
jley in which a great many poor people| 
jlived, who at times suffered severely from 
| cold and hunger. Cne of these abodes of 
misery we entered. 

There was not a spark of fire glowing 
Jon the black hearth, and no candle or| 
|lamp burning, but the bright moonlight) 
|came through the wide window and fell| 
|like a blessing upon the miserable bed} 








where the poor mother lay dying. C, if 
those moonbeams had only been as warmas 
they were bright, the cheeks, lips, and 
{fingers of the dying woman would not| 
|have looked so blue and cold, and the! 
poor little girl would not have shivered 
| 80, a8 she tried to hush the baby’s crying, 
{and soothe it to sleep with a mournful lul- 
\laby, which sounded as though it was the 
last wail of a crushed and broken heart. 


|and hunger, and it kept moaning piteous- | 
\ly until at length it went to sleep from | 
| extreme exhaustion, and the little girllaid 
|it down beside its mother. . Then she| 
pressed her little hands upon the icy tem- 
ples and murmured— 

* Are you aslee 
| better, don’t you ? 





me of death. Yes, Eva, my time is near 


friendless and alone in the world.’ 


me ? 


nes ? 
jless and destitute among strangers, who 


|So he put his spelling-book under his arm | would look but coldly upon the drunkard’s 
|and was out at the wood-pile with the| children, and perhaps lay the blame of 


an bow re Aunt ascended the stéirs, 
@ poor drunken wretch staggered j 
fittle room. He went fate fare 
was the sight which. the cold 
revealed to his astonished gaze,” 
mother lay dead, with her living jn 
its features ghastly and sharp with stapy. 
ation, clasped to her pulseless bosom, 


ted and swollen eyelids, and a grieve 
mournful look on her thin face, whig 


happy, for mamma told me to, and] 
ways minded mamma, you know,’ 


bosom and took @ solemn vow, thencelop 
ward to ‘ touch not, taste not, and handle 
not,’ the liquid poison which had brought 
him so much misery. 
of God, he kept his pledge, and from # 
Christmas eve was a sober man. . 


be so degraded ? 
boy he associated with profane and wicked 
companions, and as he grew older he 
tinued in bad company until he fo 
evil habits, and those evil habits effect 

| his downfall and ruin. 
| pany, as you would shun a pestilence, and 
|never choose for your companions,:beys 
who are not pure in principles and corre 
in morals; thus you may grow to be 
honorable and useful men.— Morning Star, 


© bed, and sag 


while Eva was fast asleep beside her, wit, 


told more feelingly than words could hat 
done, of her utter, hopeless sorrow, 
Partially sobered, and struck with hop 
ror and remorse at this dreadful 

the inebriate threw himself upon }j 
knees by the bedside and groaned in agony 
of soul. 

Roused by the noise, Eva startéd fron 
her slumber, and with her mother’s Words, 
‘ Be very, very kind to him, and try 
gentleness and affection to win him 
to virtue and make him happy,’ still ff 
in her mind, she crept to his side dng 
twined her arms lovingly about the’ neg 
of that ragged, filthy, bloated objectyang 
murmured the endearing name of ‘ fathe,: 

‘Don’t call me father!’ groaned the 
wretched man. ‘I am not fit to be called 
by that name.’ we 

*O yes, you are, dear father,” said thy 
artless child, ‘and I'm going to be 
good and kind to you, so you will yetihe 


my 
The drunkard clasped his child to hit 


Through the 


* 


Shall we tell you how this man came 
Listen. When a'lithe 


Shun evil 


THE YOUNG GARDENER. 


‘Oh, what little seeds !’ said Bessie, a 


almost as fine as dust! can it be. that, 


| plants 
these ? 


grow up from such liitle things, as 


* Of course they do,’ said Master Ed 


ward, as he came along with a wheelbar 
p> mamma? You feel| row full of rich soft loam ; my flower-beil 
is full of them; and when I have covered 


> fel I ‘I am easier, but not better, my dear them up with this dirt, they will begin to 
{ Patch was out wielding the axe in school-|child. My pain has nearly all left me, but s 


\time. He had been at work about half an there is a chill at my vitals, which warns! 


prout, and at last grow up nearly as big 


as my head.’ 


* Yes, Neddie,’ said little David, * you 


.- von te jat hand, and before long you will be left | give them something to eat out of-your 
e was about ten) 


{years old, and four years younger than | 


wheelbarrow, and | will give them some 


‘O mother, dear mother, do not talk) thing to drink out of my water-pot, and 


g into | they will grow up just as we do, Bessie” 
O, 1 know the/ 


*Do you know, children,’ said the did 
gardener, who was transplanting’ some 
choice slips near by, * that you are sowing 


i just such little seeds all the time, and that 
Surely, what would ‘become of those) they will grow up to be great plants after 
They would be left friend-|a while?’ 


‘Why no!” said the children. 
* But you are,’ he responded ; * you ae 
sowing flower seeds, weed seeds, tree seeds 


| the father’s wrong doing upon their inno-| and shrub seeds, all the time. 


| 
4 


t| 
die ?’ 


How I wish your 


‘What makes ‘him stay away so, moth- 
er? Where do you suppose he is, when 
we are so cold, and hungry, and wretched 


cross and unhappy when he does come ? 
I’m sure I am almost glad to have him 
stay away.’ 

* Hush, hush, daughter dear, it pains 
me to hear you talkso. Remember, he is 
your father, and when I am gone, be very, 
very kind to him, and try by gentleness 
and affection to win him back ‘to virtue 
and make him happy. © There, lay the ba- 
by upon my arm now, so | can kiss it 
once more. 
but lie down beside me and try to sleep, 
for I shall soon be at rest.’ 

The mother kissed the babe for the last 
time, ‘then placed one of her thin, cold 
hands upon Eva’s head, murmuring a 





‘Have you got your spellin’-lesson, Jo- | cent heads. 0, it was hard to leave them| 
nas ?’ was his first salutation.—‘ I haven’t | thus, and no wonder the poor woman! your companions and playmates come 0 
looked at it yit,’ was the reply. ‘J mean| clasped her hands and raised her feeble| you for assistance and instruction abot 
to cut up this plaguy great log, spellin’ or| voice in an agony of prayer, ‘Into thy 
I had as lieve | hands I commit them, O my Father, unto 
keep warm here choppin’ wood, as freeze | thy mercy I commend my helpless ones.’ 


| 


Seeing her mother’s agitation, Eva grew | love. 
|the master sent me out to hear you spell.’| more alarmed, and clasping her arms! mischief at home or at school, and frank 
—* Did he? well put out the words, and/ about her mother’s neck, she sobbed out, | ly confess it, without any wicked attenipt 
\T'll spell.’ Memorus being so distinguish- |*O mother, mother! do you think you|at concealment, 


| 


} 
| 





sie 
Don’t be frightened, my love, 





Whea 


‘Your garden is the. world. 


their plays or studies, and you at ontedo 
all you can to make them happy, you: ae 
planting the little seeds of kindness 

When you do any unintentional 


you are planting the 


: ~ - Pre , | must die? do you really think you must precious seeds of truth. 
e was really sent out on this errand.— | 


So our deputy spelling-master mounted | 


‘ When you bring your pieces of 


n e “Yes, daughter dear, I am even now|to the contribution-box, or give part)0 
the top of the wood-pile, just in front of | growing very. faint. I 


From the time the Hottentots first got | Jonas, to put out words to his temporary | father would come.’ 
| pupil, who still kept on putting out chips. | 
* Do you know where the lesson begins | 


your food and clothing to some half-statv- 
ed and suffering child, ‘you are’ plantitig 
the seeds of generosity and mercy." “* 

‘When you kneel down at night onmae 
up in the morning to say your prayers{? 


‘No, I don’t; but I's’pose I shall find| here? And motheg, why is he always so! our Father in Heaven, you are planting 


the holy seeds of piety. 

* And these seeds will all grow up iiito 
the most beautiful flowers and delicidté 
fruits in after life. 

‘If you take good and constant care of 
them, they will become like strong and 
thriving trees, which will shelter and sup- 
port you well.’ 

«But what are the weeds? said) Bet 


‘Ah! when you are impatient, bie 
you are out of temper, when you sp 

unkindly to your companions, when you 
obey your parents with pouting lips and 


an unwilling mind, when you’ forget your 


prayers and neglect your Sabbath 
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THE YOUTH’S COMPAN ION. 






































ilence IB jgabh; When you try to deceive your|meats and other’ nice things that were| With the ‘most perfect ease. He has 
fe way jackets, when you indulge in pride, an+|put away. Next he began to take things | only to will it and it is done, 

~. and selfishness, when you say, do, or| from his companions in school. He got! And will he not do it? Did he form 
Cai anything wrong—then you aré|a-going and couldn’tstop until he got in| such aourious piece of workmanship, form 
8, and planting the seeds of noxious weeds, Bes- | jail. it for his glory, and then desire that it | 
ito the dig, and a sad effect do they have upon our} Those two boys that you see fighting| should perish? fit up such « habitation 
Rdead BF ster lives.” out on the green, began by bantering each | for the mind, and then make no provision 
9 Then I will never plant any,’ said Bes-|other in fun. At length they began to/|for its support? 

‘ie. get angry and dispute, and call each oth-| No. He wills that you shall live, and 
infant, J «God grant you never may,’ was the |er names, till they got agoing and couldn’t|he provides for you every day, all the 
Stary. reply: stop. They will separate with black eyes| bread that you eat, and all the raiment 
080m, and bloody noses. that you wear. It is God’s care ‘that pro- 
r, with For the Companion. There is a young man sitting late with | vides them, and he always will do it for 
Tieved GOD PAINTED THEM. his companions at the gaming table. He | you just as he did for the disciples, and in 
rie A few weeks ago, I was visiting in the has flushed cheeks, an anxious look, a de-| the fear that you might doubt his good- 

Gayot s des fiend, whove youngert|*Puvng countenance, THe bas lost hs} ow or hie power, h dress you though 
‘ " - owls of the air. a 
ae childis not ier Sneerena. fn bint bles in the street, but he got peeks} end | does he say of them? 

‘4g an unusually ruddy glow upon his |couldn’t stop. Behold the fowls of the air, for the 
on. hi ieaibdioe, I said to him, ; See that yeu man, with a dark lan-|sow not, neither do they reap, nor author 
| agony ‘Frankie, what makes your cheeks go | tern, stealing from his master’s drawer.— into barns, and yet your Heavenly Father 
a trom fret? - is a merchant's clerk. a orm from oe peop i 
i , e y i the country a promisin b ut the ow delightful! not a little bird of the 
Woris, HB ‘Cause they re painted, said he. | est of + a al went = the theatre, and | air—not oa of the little songsters that 
typ FP Who painted them, Frankie ? I asked /he must go too. He began, thinking he fly through the heavens, and chirp on the 
1 again, would only go once, just to say that he | branches, and charm us with their sum- 
N fi ‘Guess God did,’ he answered, very se- jhad been to the theatre. But he got | mer melody, thatis not the object of God’s 
ae weualy a-going and couldn’t stop. He has used| peculiar care. 

pull . , jup all his wages, and wants more money.| Did you ever study ornithology? Did 
ctyand J Little Frankie was right: God painted | He cannot sales the temptation when he you oiol look into Wilson's Natural 
father’ MB them. All the beauty of the human coun- | knows there is money inthe drawer. He/ History of the Birds, or Nuttall’s? Of all 
ed. the I nance is. God's handiwork. The glow |got a-going—he will stop in the State |the books that have been written they are 
called of health, the hates FE alt ver do you hear that horrid oath? nae ‘do Sot etd eo at oe ee 
te erat (no nneten 00 1 Combe Sole the moath ofa tiitis’ bay in| contence of tha Hiila,, ‘Sebald tho fowls 
be very headGod painted them. So too all the the street. He began by saying by-words | of the air.’ 

-yetibe HR beautiful colors of all living and all life-| put be has got a-going and can’t stop. ’Tis all true, as the Savior said, and as 
ad.T al, Mies things are of God's painting. All the | Beware,then, boys, how you get a-going. | you may learn also from these books, God 
ww iniect tribe—the gaudy butterfly, the | Be sure you start in the right path, for | daily spreads a table for them all, from 
vacetog, HE etted lady-bird, the beetle with his | When you are sliding down hill it is hard) the wild eagle that builds his solitary 
tnd [Jao sheeny jucket_of green o SP eS oe inte taste 
rough [gold—God painted them all. The gay GOD MADE THEM. who in cUuMAth tyutliacity thabes. his 
e x feathers of the peacock and the parrot, All things bright and beautiful, little home in the old hat that hangs on 
ony the balfinch and the bobolink ; the softer All creatures great and small, the farm-house door, or the sleeve of the 

. N All things wise and wonderful, iouchwiin’e neue re 
cameliy [polos of the canary, the robin, and the The Lord God made them all. pene ; 


bluejay—God painted them all. The 
snowy lily, the blushing rose, the flaunt- 
ing tulip, the modest violet, the golden 
dandelion and butter-cup, the many hues 
of green that give variety to the grass of 
the field and the foliage of the forest—God 
paintedythem all. The serene blue of the 
cdearsky, the fleecy whiteness of the va- 
por-peaks that. skirt the summer horizon, 

























ng Diet the golden glow and crimson flush of the 
moming, the ever-changing glories of the 
vast iy [clouded sunset—God painted them all.— | 
. , 
ket dnd fp Vat an endless variety, what a perpetu- 
neylook [Bl succession of beautiful pictures God 
be, that, fBlus peinted for us. With every return- 
ings a8 Bing season, he gives a new garment of | 
ter ‘Bil beauty to the forest, the field, and the 
hoelbive (estden, never repeating the pattern of last 
wer-bed [yes dress, but annually disposing. the 
covered JB cilors according to a new and original de- 
henna tigi, “Daily his divine skill invents new | 
¥ 98 08 Worm of beauty in which to adorn the | 
id, * you weh of heaven, new shapes and hues and 
of your combinations of the ever-changing clouds. | 
m somes All ourlives long we are walking through | 
4 and a endless picture-gallery which God’s | 
ay a matchless. art,—for ‘ nature 1s the art of| 
1g sommd God’—has built and decorated for us.— | 
e sowing How heedless in us not to notice the love- 
andthet [lines which He spreads so profusely 
nts after BB arouhd us; how ungrateful in us not to 
give Him praise for such goodness. ‘The | 
+ you fd works of the Lord are great, sovght out of | 
ree seeds fm"! that have pleasure therein.’ ‘ O Lord, | 
howmanifold are thy works! in wisdom| 
When #@hist thou made them all: the earth is full 
come at Uy Tiehes.” 
x a Povided a fitting kind of beauty,—even | 
oneedo Be. 
you are his own peculiar beauty, ‘the beauty of 
ness holiness.’ * Let the beauty of the Lord 
tention our God. be upon us.’ Lanpor. 
nal 100? 4-GOING AND COULDN’T STOP. 
_ Alittle boy named Frank, was stand- 
of — the yard when his father called 
e partial Bn 
alf-starv- tank | 
plantitig ; ‘Sir? said Frank, and started full 
ys iol peed and run‘into’ the street. 
ht ofrite ff His fither called him back, and asked 
rayers,t9 Sim he did not hear his first call. 
anting €8 sir,’ said Frank. 
poeta “Well, then,’ said the father, ‘ what 
w up {ito you run into the street ?” 
deliciots » Said Frank, ‘I got a-going and 
od mt-stop.’ 
+ care of Ms) het way a great many boys get 
ong and ~ di culty; they get a-going and 
and sup- uldn’t stop. ‘The boy that tells lies, 
first to stretch the truth a littlek—to 
aid Bet ith, large story, or relate an anecdote 
oi & very little variation, till he got 
nt, a muha, couldn’t stop, ‘till he came 
ou sp ' grown liar. 





fm ‘you 
st 
re schol 


&. “boy that was brought before the 
a Nee and sent to the House of Correc- 
1. for tedling, bBgin by taking little 

om his:mother—by stealing sweet 
















| Jesus knew this would be so, and there- 


For the soul too, Godhas|and so he gives you the same beautiful 














But how does God spread a table for 
the birds? Did you ever ride over the 
Nahant beach? Did you never see the 
little peeps that run after the retreating 
waves, fly up as a new wave rolled on the 
shore, and fly down again as it retired, 
and follow its retiring waters, picking up 
something every second in their tiny 
mouths? Don’t you know what it means? 
It is to gather up the meal that God has 
brought there from the sea. Think of it, 
he has made the mighty waves that roll 
in such sublimity over the beach, the min- 
istering servants to the little peep. Not 
one of them comes in from the ocean with- 
out bringing this little creature,his daily 
food. From the hour that that ocean, was 
created he has been there for his meal, 
and never went away hungry. 

To be continued. 


Exch little flower that opens, 
Each little bird that sings, 
He made their glowing colors, 
He made their tiny wings. 


The rich man in his castle, 
The poor man at his gate, 
God made them, high or lowly, 
And ordered their estate. 


The purple-headed mountain, 
The river running by, 

The sunset and the morning, 
That brightens up the sky. 


The cold wind in the winter, 
The pleasant summer sun, 

The ripe fruits in the garden, 
He made them every one. 





OHILDREN’S COLUMN. 





For the Youth’s Companion. 
‘QUESTIONS FOR OUR PETS.’ 
THE FOWLS OF THE AIR. 

The disciples of Jesus were very poor. 
Like their Master, they had none of this 
world’s goods. When he left them and 
ascended to heaven they were still more 
poor—they had neither house nor home, 
and were dependent upon the providence 
of God for every morsel of bread that sus- 
tained their frames, and almost every cu 
of cold water that quenched their thirst, 





A GOOD REASON FOR NOT BRING 
AFRAID TO DIE. 

“Do you think you are prepared to die 
Jane?” inquired a minister of a little girl 
one day. 

She paused for a moment, and then 
slowly said: 

“I trust I am sir; I do not think I am 
afraid to die.” 

“© Why are you not afraid to die, Jane ?” 

‘* Because, sir,” she answered, whilea 
soft smile passed over her face, ** I think I 


fore he gave them another beautiful fact, love Jeous.." 


to show them that they need not be trou- a : , a 
bled about worldly treasures, nor even Who is rich? Diogenes in his tub 
fear that their wants would not be suppli- | ¥@* rich in the wealth and warmth of 
ed. jthe sun. It is he who has much and 

This isa very changing world. Per-| Wants more, who is poor, and he who 
haps that same Savior looks into the Sab- | has little and is therewith content, is 
bath-sclhool, and sees among you, here |Tich. 
and there one, who will in after life be as | 
poor and destitute as his disciples were, | 




















FOR CHURCHES PARLORS AND VES- 
TRIES! 

FIRST PRIZE GOLD AND SILVER MEDAL. 
Melodeons and Harmoniums. 
TEN DIFFERENT STYLES, FROM $60 TO $400, 
| . : R ded to be to all others, by Dr. 
| Take no thought for your life, what Ye | Lowgt Mason, TaaLpenc, WM. Mason, & "awarded 
shall eat, or what ye shall drink, nor yet | the first prize at every fair in which exhibited. Un 
for your body What ye shall put on | equalled in Equality, Power, and Sweetness of Tone, 

’ ° 


} Promptness of Action, or Style of Finish : 
What is meant by the words take no | The Celebrated Organ Harmoniums, patented 
ought ? 


and made only by the subseribers ; with eight stops, five 
| sets of Reeds, two banks of Keys, Swell Pedal and in¢e- 


° 4 > a : 
Simply that you should take no anxious | ee Pedal Bass,—containing two full octaves of 


fact that always cheered them in all their| 
|wants. What was the fact? What did| 
|he say to them? 





\th 








ht if dals. Recommended by the most distinguished Mu- 
ou no is | 
thought, if you see not where the bread is | ficians and Organists t 
Prices of Organ Harmoniums, $350 and $400. 
ment ‘that 16 to cover you when that YOU | and one bank of Keys,—in black walnut case. Price, 
|now wear is gone ; that having done all | $200 


ete and Organists to be superior to Pipe Organs of at 
to come from for to-morrow, or the rai- 
HARMONIUMS, with Six stops, three sets of Reeds, 
¢ ORGAN MELODEONS,—with 
in your power to provide them, you should | 7 M DE »—With two sets of Reeds, three 


, | ta and two banks of Keys,—in rosewood case. Price 
not be pacer. but calmly trust in God for | $ MELODEONS,—with one and two sets of Reeds 


the necessary supply. | 

What question did Jesus then ask? 

Is not the life more than meat, and the 
body than raiment? 

Who gave you life, and formed your 
body? . a 

It was God, He formed your strong NEW JUVENILE BOOKSTORE. 
bones, and. covered them with muscles, Wiz. + TRWESBURY, 268 Woshi 


| Prices $60 to $150. 
| Elegant illustrated Pamphlets (32 pp., 8vo.) sent by mail 
Address, 


MASON & HAMLIN, 


11—6m BOSTON, MASS. 


into them the life that enables them to 
move, and continues them in such harmo- 
nious action. 

Cannot'the God who did all this, pro- 
vide these bodies with food, and elothe 
them with raiment ? 


At Wholesale or Retail, on the most Reasonable Terms. 
Particular and constant pains taken in the supply of 


School Books and School Stationery 
with 
JUVENILE AND TOY BOOKS, GAMES, &. 
ha wher ex Mh found anywhere else. 


ashington Street, Boston 
fhankful for the patronage of the last Tweive 








IMPORTANT MEDICAL BOOK. 


CONSUMPTION, BRONCHITIS, ASTHMA AND 
CATARRU SUCCESSFULLY TREATED 
BY MEDICATED INHALATIONS, 
HE popularity which was predicted for this able and 


interesting work bas beea more than reahzed. In all 
parts of the Union the press bas hailed its advent as the | 


precurser of a new era in the treatment of that terrible | of the Mass 


scourge of our climate, popular! C ption, 
ne following extracts will show in what estimation | 

this work is held by all who have had an opportunity for 
perusal : | 


Ar. knows as Consum, ti 


its ’ 


From the Boston C 


th 


5s. D. & H. W. SMITH, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 
MELODEONS, ORGAN MELODEONS 
—aND— 

PEDAL BASS MELODEONS. 

BY, Mase. Guatitable Mesbauis Aseocietion, at the Na- 
onal Fair, Washington, D. C., also at the Ohio State 





Fair, held at Columbus, Ohio, was awarded to the Manu- 
facturers. 


By means of a new method of Voicing known only to 





aks from experience and with can 
iseases the author has had a leng and 


Dr. Dillenbeck 
dor. With these 





and the last seventy-five pages of the volume are devote 
tw “ cases demonstrating curative power of medicated in- 
halation in Consumption and other diseases of the respi- 
ratory orgaus’’—examples which have come under his 
own observation, aud which the patients describe with | 
minuteness in taeir own language The beautiful paper | 
and fine typographical appearance of the work renders it 
a model of neatness. { 
From the Boston Recorder. 
Improvements proposed in medical science are, of 
course, and ought to be, received with distrust; but 
when a proposal like that now before us is made, not by 
a quack, but by a competent practitioner, it deserves a 
candid exhamination. There is certainly an antecedent 
probability in favor of the idea of bringing the healing 
application in immediate contact with tne wound inthe 
lungs, in a gaseous or vaporing form. The author details 
many cases where the results of his treatment have been 
most happy ; and we should think that many victims of 
the disease would wish to give it a trial. 

‘rom the Boston Zion’s Herald. 
We have read this book with great interest. The first 
part, describing disea-es of the air passages, is simple 
and perspicuous: the latt r part, describing many re- 
markable cures, is interesting. Forourselyes, we admire 
the rules by which all regular physicians are governed, 
and are totally opposed wo that quackery which makes 
great pretensions, using secret remedies, and relying 
upon the credulity and fears of the people. This book 
contains the author's remedies, and, so far as we can 
judge, is reliable, as it certainly is interesting. 
From the Dover, N. H. Morning Star, | 
This is a handsome octavo volume, - 224 pp. Itis 
written in a clear, intelligible style—the author avoiding 
as much as possible all technicalltics, so that the general 
reader will find little difficulty in understanding it. It 
treats of the predisposing causes of © ion, symp 
toms and prevention—cases demonstrating the curative 
powers of Medicated Inhalation in Consumption, and 
other diseases of the respiratory organs. The last chap- 
ter contains reports of twenty-five cases, each case vary- 
ing from the other, treated by Dr. Diilenback, the author 
of the book, with most sigually favorable results. We 
make,no pretensions toa knowledge of the medical art, 
but having in our own person, as we believe, derived es- 
sential benefit from the prescriptions of Dr. Dillenback, | 
we advise our friends who may be suffering from any of | 
the diseases upon which his book treats, to give hima 
cal’, especiatly if they have tried other physicians and | 
means in vain. Atany rate send and get his book and | 
raad it. Dr. Dillenback’s office is No. 8 Cambridge 
street, Boston, where the book may be had. 
Thie book is for sale by Crosby, Nichols & Co., Ticknor 
& Fields, Washington street, and at the office of the 
author, 8 Cambridge street. Boston. Price $1,00. | 
Dr Dillenback attends to the examination and treat- | 
ment of ail diseases of the Chest, Throat, and Lungs, 
daily, at his office, No. 8 Cambridge street, (near Revere 
House,) Boston, from 9 A. M. to 5 P. M. 
Persons living at a distance, and unable to visit the 
city, can be treated by giving a minute statement of ther 


Pp 
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u 
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case in writing, aud the appropriate remedies, with in- | 
aler and necessary directions for use, can be sent to 
them by express. 26 


PAIN KILLER. 
LETTERS FROM MISSIONARIES IN BURMAH. 
Messrs. P. Davis & 8on—Gents :—Please send me four 
cases of the Pain Killer without delay. Enclosed is a 
draft on N. B.ynton of Boston, for one hundred and 
forty four dollars. The Pain Killer grows more and 
more popular every day, and will win its way into all 
‘amilies as an article which it is unsafe to be without.— 
The other day I sold a box to go up to the *“Golden Foot,” 
at Umarapoota. I have no doubt His Majesty will ap- 
preciate its value. 1 append an extract from an. Extra 
of the ‘* Pegu Press,’’ together with a testimonial from 
one of His Majesty’s judicial officers. 


Perry Davis’s Pain Killer. 





Orrick OF THE PaGu Press, 
Rangoon, June 24, 1857. 

We have never found it necessary to publish commenda- 
tions of the value and efficacy of the celebrated medicine | 
above named, and have never sought for testimony on the 
subject, the extensive demand and rapid sale Werrof, | 
making it quite unnecessary. We are induced to publish | 
the toliowing from a judicial officer, which comes to us | 
quite unsolicited, showing a still higher value in the sav- 
ing of life. | 

The limited supply on hand forbade recently the selling 
of large quantities 10 any one person, but we are happy wo | 
say a fresh invoice Prac expected, when all indents 


will be cheerfully filled. 


} 
| 
if 
are con- | 
1) 


Twantal, [5th June, 1857. 
My Dear Mr. Ranney—I have but a very small quantit 
of Perry Davis’s Pain Killer, and I regret to say that 
have been obliged to refuse aid to my people who 
tinually applyirg to me for it. I hope, therefure, you wil 
let me bave another box. 

When writing tp be friends you may make use of my 
name if it will be of any avail, In my Gircuit this year, | 
through my Division, | really believe I saved hundreas of | 
the lives of my people, when the cholera was raging, by 
following the advice : f Mrs. Inga'ls. 1 happened to meet | 
this good Jady at Khattish, and | shall never forget her | 
words: “ One teaspoonful of the Pain Killer and one tea- 
spoonful of Castor Oil will act like a charm.” promt | 
Khattiah I passed on to Yandoon, and met | ieuts. * * * *| 
and * * * *, on the topographical pre When speaking | 
of this medicine they laughed at me. This was on Satar- | 
day night. They were dining with me in my tent. On 
the fuliowing morning, the latter (Lieut. Pearson) wrote | 
to me that one of his Lascars had been taken during the | 
night with cholera, and asked me for some Pain Killer. I | 
sent hima bottle, and direeted hun to administer it’ as | 
prescribed by Mrs. Ingalls. 1 went to dine with them in | 
the evening, and on inyuiring after the patient, I found 
he was quite well 
Situated as I am here, in the midst of a dense jungle, 
and with thousands of people looking up to me, | beg you 
will let me have the whole you can spare of this medicine 
—and in fact I do not see why! should not have the whole 
you have on hand, under the plea that my MPonar is as 
good as any one else’s. H. W. LEWIS. 

pa 


MAY AND JUNE, 1858. 
THOSE IN AURSUIT OF 


BOYS’ CLOTHING, 
WILL FIND AT THE 
OLD STAND, 
AND ORIGINAL 

BOYS’ CLOTHING STORE, 

No. 4 Brattle Street, ’ 
A LARGER AND BETTER ASSORTED STOCK OF 

READY-MADE GARMENTS FOR BOYS 

[HAN ‘CA E FOUND IN ANY 
STORE IN THIS CONNTRY, 


The fashious for the summer are now ready for ex- 
amination, and purchasers will find the prices to corres- 
pond with the times . Every desirable style of Goods in 
the piece eanbe found,as usual, which will be made up 
into garments for any one desiring it. 


J. WALTER READ, 
No, 4 Brattle, near Court Street. 
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and made all the curious machinery of | vaans, would invite attention to « much enlarged and ae, Auigiso_ee + 
your frames, He made them from’ the|[hinsisthelne at AND» where be offers every BOSTON 

dust of the earth, and then he breathed BOOKS AND STATIONERY, * MERCANTILE ACADEMY, 


OR instruction inthe common Engligh studies,Penman 
ship, Book-keepio 
drawing, under the p g 
Association. Rooms open day 
derate. Students assisted in obtaining board, employ 
ment, L. B. Hanarogp, A M., and J. W. Paysox 
Principals. 18-- 3mo 





and evening. Terms mo 















ing the tones, 


Are designed partic 
&e. 


| the coupler, 1s capable of as great volume of 
Church Instrument, when used without the 


to ENTIR 


obtain it at the expense of the manufacturers, to the 
tent of at least a year’s rent. 


Mercantile Building, 16 Summer Street, 


Mathematics, Languages, and 
eh of the M ait Siibrary 


ey have succeeded in removing the harsh 


and buzzing sound which formerly characterized the in- 
strument. 
successful experience in this vicinity for some time past, | like. T 


, and retdering the tones full, clear, and organ- 
he action is prompt and reliable, enabling the 
erformer to execute the most rapid music without blurr- 
The swell is arranged to give great ex- 
ression. 


THE PEDAL BASS MELODEONS 

ularly for Churches, Lodges, Halls, 
with two manuals or banks of Keys, 
he lower set running an octave higher than the otber, 


and may be used separately, and thus get in one case two 
distinct instruments : or, by use of the coupier, the two 
banks of keys may be playe 


at the same time by use of 


he ‘ront set only. This connected with the Pedal Bass, 


will produce the effect of a large organ, and is enfficiently 
heavy to fill a house that seats from 1000 to 1500 persons. 


THE ORGAN MELODEON 


Is ¢esigned for parlor and private use. The construction 
is similar to the Church instrument, being arranged with 


nks of Keys, and when used together, by weans of 
wer as the 

edals 

Also, every variety of MELODEONS for Parlor use. 

Purchasers may rely upon Instruments from our Manu- 


factory being made in the most complete and thorough 
manner. 
WASHINGTON STREET, we have every facility for 
manufacturing purposes, and employ none bnt the most 
experienced and skillful workmen. 


Having removed to the spacious building, 511 


In short, we promise our customers an Instrument 

ual if not superior to any Manufacturer, and guaran- 
EK AND PERFECT SATISFACTION, 

Musie Teachers, Leaders of Choirs, and others interest- 


ed in musical matters, are respectfully invited to visit our 


ooms at any time, and examine or test the Inatruments 


on exhibition for sale, at their pleasure. 


As a still further guarantee to the public as to the ex- 


cellence of the MELODEONS from our manufactory, we 
beg leave to refer, by permission, to the following Piano- 
forte Manufacturers in Boston, who have examined pur 
Instruments, and will give their opinion when called upon: 
CHICKERING & SONS 

HALLETT & CUMSTON, 
T. GILBERT & 
WILLIAM P, E 


A. W. LADD & CO. 
GEORGE HEWS. 
WOUDWARD & BROWN. 


co. 
MERSON. NEWELL & CO. 





MELODEONS RENTED. 
Persons who wish to hire Melodeons with a view of 


parchasing at the end of the year, can have the rent 


redited as part payment of the purchase money. This 


| matter is worthy uf special note, as it enables those who 
| desire a fair test of i x 





vefore p ig to 
ea- 


Orders from any part of the country or world, eent di- 


| rect to the manufactory in Boston, with cath or eatisfac- 
tory reterence, will be promptly attended to, and as 
faithfully executed as if the parties were present, or em- 
| ployed an agent to select, and on as reasonable terme. 


PRICE LIST. 


Scroll legs, 4 1-2 octave 

Scroll legs, 5 octave... 

Piano style, 5 

Piano style, extra finish, 5 octave.. 

Piano style, carved leg 

Piano style, two sets of Reeds 

Piano style, 6 octave 

Organ Melodeon.......... 

Organ Melodeon, extra finis! 

Pedal Bass Melodeon. eereseneeenee 2 
Letters, certificates and notices from the Press, from 

all parts of the world, may also be seen at our salesroom. 

Descriptive circulars sent free to any address. 


8. D. & H. W. SMITH, 


511 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 
Near Boylston Market. 18-ly 






GOULD AND LINCOLN, 
59 WASHINGTON STREE™, BOSTON, 
Have just published 
OUR LITI'LE ONES IN HEAVEN. 


Edited by th 
joth, 50 cents. 
This little volume contains a choice collection of pieces 
in verse and prose, On the death and future happiness of 
young children. Among the authorsof the pieces are 
Longfellow, Wordsworth, Ben Johnewn, James Russell 
Lowell, Mrs. Sigourney, Teonyson, Bryant, Saxe, T. H, 
Bayly, Whittier, Nehemiah Adams, Sir Willian Temple, 
Jeremy Taylor, Sprague, Gerald Massey, J). M. Moir, 
Mrs Seuthey, H. F. Gould, Dr. Watts, Dr. J. M. Mason, 
Willis, Pierpont, French, Stoddard, Mre. Stowe, Robert 
Burns, &e Anintroductory article from the pen of Dr. 
Cumming of London, presents a general view of the argu- 
ments on which the Protestant Church rests the doctrine 
of infant salvation. 


SECOND EDITION OF 
GATHERED LILIES; 
oR, 

Little Children in Heaven, 
BY A. C. THOMPSON, 


uthor of the ‘‘ The Bet*er Land.”’ 18mo., flexible cloth, 
30c ; flexible cloth, gilt, Slc ; boards, full gilt, 42c. 


e Author of the Aimwell Stories, &c. 18mo, 
Ch \. 


A 





** My beloved has gone down into his garden to gather 
lilies.””—~ong of Solomon. 

Contents :—l—The Garden, whore is it? 2—What 
the Beloved is doing. 3—What does the Beloved gather? 
4—The period of gathering. 5—Who gathers them. 6— 
How does he gather them? 7—Wuither are they taken? 
| 8—Why does he gather them? 9—A future gathering. 

“ A pretty little book on a beautiful subject, charming- 

gly treated.”—Philadelphia Presbyterian. 

** Those who read it will find in the few tiny passages 
exactly the drop of comfort which the case aduitits.’’— 

| Christian Register. 

| Though written in prose, it contains the spirit of 
true poetry.’’— Phila. Christian Observer. 

“ His words bear the deep imprints of personal experi- 
ence, and will find an immediate response from others.”’ 
—Watchman and Reflector 

“A delicate and touching little book,’’—Christian 
Chron. 

*+ Redolent of the fragrance and purity of the sweet 
flower chosen for its title.”"—Salem Gazette. 

In almost every household such a little volume as this 
will meet with a tender welcome.”—N. Y. Evangelist. 


| in 
| 


| BROWN’S BRONCHIAL TROCHES. 
Be epee COUGH and VOICE LOZENGES, allowed to 

dissolve in the mouth, have a different influence to the 
affected parts, giving instant reljef in bronchitis, asthma, 
coughs, colds, and the various throat affections to which 


Public Speakers and Singers 


are liable, to whom Vag f will be found invaluable ; also 
for Clearing and giving Power to the Voice. 


| 





We so far depart from our custom as to say of Brown’s 
| Bronchial Troches, that we have seen them tried, and find 
| them excellent for Coughs, Influenza, Hoarseness, Xc. 


From Zion’s Herald, Boston. 


Having found Brown’s Bronchial Troches beneficial in 
a diseased state of the throat, we do our clerical] brethren 
& real favor in cakdng their attention to them. 


From the National Era, Washington. 


Sold by all Druggists, at 25 cents per box. The large 
50 cents box isthe heapest. 53—6m 
FREE ENTERTAINMENT FOR THE 


YOUNG. 


HE Subscribers cordially invite all who with to see, 
or play upon their piano-fortes, to visit their Ware- 
| rooms, whenever they wish, 
jand Saturday afternoons, a W-nINcTON Steerer, 
Pom Seah. Okan, set Vekoue Chath 
A ¥ and UPR'GHT GRAND 
PIANO-FORTE - On Exuipition, orn For Sate. 
T. GILBERT . 
196m wate 


srticularly on Wednesday 
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THE YOUTH’ S8S2 COMPANION. 





weekly visits, and we wish you God-speed in 

editing ® paper which is wielding such an in- 

fluence over the minds of the young. 
Respectfully yours, N.S, P. 


YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


——-— 





LETTER FROM OUR SENIOR EDITOR. 
Newton, Mass., June 15, 1858. 


VARIETY. 


Since my return to my country home, I have 
had very pleasant reflections on the scenes 
through which I passed ; but none have inter- 





‘GRANDMOTHER I8 DEAD!’ 
How the children looked up, some turning 


suddenly pale, some with strange fears glanc- 
dark and shadow-like through their eyes, 


those connected wi in 
ones a mosh ps -_ we on on some gazing into their mother’s face with 
revivals of religion so extensively prevalent in mute, questioning wonder. These last were 
our country. Itis very pleasing to see the) the little ones, who had not been long enough 
activity of the young men in persuading their | amon mortals to make acquaintance with the 
friends to attend to the concerns of the soul, to poe pee § | oom § piptos ro him- 
Qapes ber eee Se: preyer ens qreeh ‘What is it to Se aad, con lisped 
ing, and to give their hearts to the Savior. In| yy 


ay, the youngest of the flock.’ 
my last letter 1 mentioned the efforts of the | ‘The mother paused. Should she be the first 
young men in New Haven, who go out, 


the trade. Tin is used for many 


Tposes,— 
Mixed with mercy: 


it forms the. silvering for 
looking. giemeet. metal of which cannons 
and bells are made is a mixture of tin and'cop- 
per. Solder, used by tinmen for metals; is an 
alloy of tin and lead. It is used in dying, for 
which ee forhare. the Phoenicians mostly 
used it. They & great reputation for their 
purple and scarlet dyes. Tin, properly. pre- 
pared, added to some fine red dyes, ek. 2008 
the colors, and gives it a superior excellence 
and retentiveness, called fast colors, which 
makes our woollen cloths, so dyed, famous in 
all the markets of the world. ‘The chief use of 
tin, however, is as a coating for other metals, 
Brass pins are. made white by a washing in 
melted tin. Tron pots and saucepans have 
their insides washed with it, or, as it is called, 
tinned. The tin plate, of which the tinman 
makes his wares, and which are commonly 
called tin, are very thin sheets of iron, coated 
all over with tin. When these thin sheets of 
iron are ready to be covered, they are first 
steeped in a weak acid liquor, then thoroughly 





three | to speak to her little one of ‘ een ome 

: ‘ ‘ ‘a |and worms?’ Qh, it was too dreadful to bring 

tagethes, wee acigheaing pee sanaamnennenpes the first shadow over a child’s louded life. 
meetings and sustain them, and then report to 


d, and made quite bright and smooth.— 


hardly walk, though her companion helped her 
along for some a until she gould with dif- 
ficulty stand, when she was very anxious to re- 
turn for her dinner pail and bonnet, but he told 
her to ‘ let them'go to Texas.’ He‘ had heard 


of the means of emeeine Fuses in her| - 


| Situation, so he practiced all he knew, blowing 
in her mouth, and pressing her chest and stom- 
ach with his hands, bat all to no purpose. He 
j then started off and obtained help, when she 
was carried to a house, and after three hours of 
careful treatment, was with difficulty restored 
to consciousness. 

Such an example of bravery and persever- 
ance exhibited by a youth, we have seldom 
seen recorded, _ If the little hero does not get 
a medal, or some substantial token of favor, the 
Andovarians must be insensible to merit. 

HOW TO CATCH A THIEF. 

T remember a country friend of mine had 
| his pocket picked of a handkerchief, and was 
| grieveusly annoyed. He regarded it as a spe- | 





| cies of reflection upon his own vigilance. De- | 


=—= 
THE MASSACHUSETTS 5. 8. SOCIRR 
HAS Lert hades to ite tet of more thana 

ferent publications, several new and Very ay 


ait} 
‘Letters to Young Comm on 

Walk.’ 340 pp., illustrated with five beautifurana 
gravings. e 50 cents. « 


his in 
ane Se tensely interesting book, Which everyieg 


WALLAMANNUMPS; or, the Triumph of Chitty 
Principles. With fine origina) illustrations. gy 
40 cents. L 
he > pats yal or, Two Secrets well 
shed with three new engravings. This is 
all the boys and indeed the girls t00. 150 pp. ect 
GEMS FOR SABBATH SCHOOLS. By Rey 
Kimball, author of ‘ agyy ‘Chale,’ The Awa hen 
Sinner,’ and several other books of the Siciety, 
pters, 230 pp. 33 cents. 4 
BECOLLECTIONS OF MY NATIVE VILLagg. 
Wi , with ilustrations. 108 pp. 2centy, ” 
ba CERN the Norwood Family, divided iy 
chapters, with two original engravings 
Bcents. ° Wy 
THE DAY OF ADVENTURES. By the suthy 
* Eldest gy gy * Beacons and Bechonings,?« Gigs 


er’s Sheaf,’ Illustrated with three prem 
engra’ : 122 pp.—10 chapters. 23 pir 


Kept. - Dy 


The sheet is then laid hold at the corner by a|termined to be revenged upon some of the | 
pair of pincers, and dipped into a vessel of| pickpocket tribe, he procure fish-hooks, and 
melted tin, when taken out it is found beauti-| had them fastened into the pockets of an old 
fully white, or glistening with the coating of | coat, with the barbs downwards. He, thus ac- 
tin adhering to it. The steep is three times) coutered, sallied forth into the Strand, in the 
repeated for what is called single tin plates, and | dusk of the evening, Amida crowd at Char- 
six times repeated for the double plates. ting Cross, he felt a hand in his pocket, and, | 
giving himself a jerk, as he said, to get the 


A FEW LEISURE HOURS. All who love leisure thy 


should read it. 90 pp. 25 cen 


. Not in his unlovely aspect would she have the re 
the city meetings the success of their endea- | 4 


Angel of Death reveal himself to her little 
vors.. This has a reciprocal effect on each | May. whine ¥ 

party. The revival inthe college there, has| B word yn meg a child, a 
Seen powerful andextensive. The last Tints. | Ven Sereene Sen wane the teaes Wem sn 


f ; her blue eyes, relieved her. 
day in February was observed in most of our! «Mamma, I know a verse in the Village 


Churches as a day of special prayer for Col-| Hymns that says, “ Dying is but going home.” 


TWILIGHT HOURS; or, Stories from Mrs, Brom; 

Serup Book. For Charlotte and Ellen, Bat 
jes are just as good for any other children, ue 
cents. 

TEN MILE STONES in the Life Journey Of Jessie Pay 
er, pp- cents. 

WHERE LIES THE FAULT? or, a word Christiy 
Parents. 72 pp. l6cents, . ™ 


leges. 
swers to those prayers in the recent revivals in 


Church, during the College year, will probably 
exceed one hundred and twenty. 


The young men in New York have started a} 
new religious newspaper, entitled The Way of | 


Life. “ It will advocate the interests of Evan- 
gelical Christianity, leaning towards no parti- 
cular church, giving precedence to no sect as 
such; but representing those most important 
principles which have united Christians every- 


where during the progress of the present reli- | nev dose io ob welabled, ond. bar 
. > | and she stoops over so. But I love her, and I 
Herries, 174 Pearl Street. Price $1,50, in ad-| 


gious revival.” It is published by Edgar & 
vance, I hope this new paper may point the 
Way of Life to many thousands. It has a large 
amount of revival intelligence. The following 
paragraph respecting the efforts of Rev. C. J. 
Jones, minister of the Mariner’s Church, New 
York, is copied from it. 


It is very gratifying to hear of the an- | 





Conversion of an old sailor.—Connected with 
the particular conversions are many touching 


to soften the hearts of the most depraved in| 
sin. Three Sabbaths since, an old seaman) 
over fifty years of age attended the religious | 
meeting, and listened with great attention to| 
the sermon, and was so moved by the sentiments 
uttered in the discourse that he was observed | 
to weep bitterly. The following day he ap- 
peared at the residence of the pastor, Mr. Jones, | 
and introduced himself. Soon after, the old! 
man turned his conversation upon his lost con- 
dition, and as he wiped away the tears that 
were gushing out involuntarily from his eyes, | 
he inquired if Jesus would have mercy on him. 
The pastor inquired what was peculiar in his 
case. 

‘Five times I have been shipwrecked,’ said 
the old man, ‘ nine times I have been washed 
overboard. I was once twenty-six days with- | 
out tasting fresh water, and lived alone on| 
seals and penguins’ blood, and it seems as if} 
the very angels stood by me. I always promis. | 
ed in that period of suffering that if God would | 
deliver me from the danger, | would serve him; 
but I am sorry to say that though I was through | 
Hia providence saved, I did not keep my prom- 
ise, and what kills me is that I had no sooner 
got dry clothes on me than | turned around 
and cursed him, and led a life as bad as ever. 
Can it be that I can hope for salvation at his | 
hands.’ 

The pastor replied that it was to save just | 
such that Jesus had died, and if there was any- 
thing in the way of his conversion, he must put 
it out. He inqmred of the old man if he drank. 
He replied that he did. ‘Then,’ said the pas- 
tor, ‘ you should cease at once—will you do it 2 | 
The old man said he would, but the doctor had 
stated it would be as hard for him to quit as it 
would be to go on with it. ‘ But,’ said the pas- 
tor,‘ you want no doctor now but the great 
physician, the Lord Jesus Christ. Are you 
willing ? 

The old man looked up with an expression 
of hope and determination, raised his eyes to- 
wards heaven and said, 

*T will if I die.’ 

And he did so. A few days after the pastor 
saw him, and asked him if he had kept his 
pledge. The reply was that he had by the | 

race of God, but it had almost killed him.— 

he old man is now a regular attendant upon 
all the meetings of the church, and he exhibits 
in his daily life the characteristics of the meek 
and humble Christian, forming a remarkable 
contrast with the acts of his life previously. 





LETTERS FROM SUBSCRIBERS. 


June 12, 1858, 
Messrs Olmstead & Co., Gents.— Enclosed 
you will find one dollar for the Youth’s Com- 
panion, which you will please send to my ad- 
dress. My year will be out the eighteenth of 
this month. Iam so well pleased with it that 
I don’t wish to lose one single paper. I intend 
to take it till I get to be a man. 
Yours with the greatest respect, J.E. R. 


Shullsburg, Lafayette Co., Wis., June 9, 1858. 
Messra. Olmstead & Co., Dear Sirs.—En- 
—_ larcuy A find one ee pce vege on 
e Youth’s Companion, which rd as trul 
a Youth's Companion. Our little ° girl ho & 
aboat ten years old, hails with delight its 





i 
> bod 
incidents which exhibit the power of the Spirit | ng ape 


| join her in her beautiful home. 


Hasn’t grandmother gone home to heaven, and 
isn’t she an angel now? ‘The angels sing up 


é thew hae | there, and she used to sing us to sleep with 
many of our literary institutions—and the fact | 


is stated in the New York Observer, that the | 


whole number of accessions to Yale College | ~h 
| it? 
| live in, 


pretty hymns about Jesus and heaven.’ 

‘Then why does mamma look so sad? ask- 
ed little May. ‘It isn’t very bad to be dead, is 
i I thought heaven was a pleasant place to 
Is it farther off than Calcutta? And 
won’t grandmother bring us back prettier things 
than papa does from Calcutta ” 

‘ Grandmother never can come back,May,’said 
her mother; ‘that is why I am sad to know she 
is dead.’ 

‘But some day,’ asked the tearful Lillia, 
‘shan’t we all have wings, if we are good, and 
fly up to heaven and be angels too, mamma > 

‘I shouldn’t think,’ said the artless May, 
‘that grandmother would be a pretty angel ; 
air so gray, 


don’t want her to go away and be dead al- 


= 
he mother smiled and wept at once. 

* Dear children,’ she said, ‘it is not grand- 
mother’s body that is made an angel. That 
has worn out and dropped away. Her soul 
was beautiful, and the soul can never die.— 
Grandmother lives on, though we cannot see 
her, in her heavenly mansion, with Jesus, who 
knows her and loves her better than we ever 

was only the house she lived 
in here, and ~ An. God called her to Him, she 
left it behind, and with it, all her pains, and 
wrinkles, and old age ; and now she is young 
and beautiful forever. In heaven there is no 
such thing as growing old, everything there is 
perfect and lovely. If our souls here are lov- 
ing, and holy, like hers, we shall by-and-by 
We will not 
say again that grandmother is dead. Lillia is 
right. Grandmother has only gone to heaven.’ 
— Congregationalist. 


FROM GARRET TO CELLAR. 


A gentleman had occasion to send his little 
daughter up to the garret for some article 
which he wanted. The child soon returned, 
crying; and upon beingasked what the trouble 
was, replied ‘ That the snow had sifted in upon 
the garret stairs, and she had slipped down and 
hurt herself.’ 

* Well, did you get what I told you?’ inquir- 
ed her father. She replied that she had not.— 
‘ Well, then,’ he exclaimed, starting up, ‘ I'll 
go. I guess I ain’t afraid of a little snow.’ 

After he had gone, the child observed that 
‘she hoped papa would fall, just a little, to pay 
him for laughing at her.’ 

Soon afterward, a distant bumping and roll- 
ing was heard, accompanied with the sound of 


|suppressed wrath. The family listened with 


awakened interest, but the object of their soli- 
citude was heard above, whistling quite sober- 
ly, as though nothing had happened. 

He crossed two rooms above, and as he ap- 
proached the head of the stairs, thundered 
out— 

‘Open that chamber door! next you know 
you'll have me tumble down here and break 
my neck. It’s so dark now——’ but the sen- 
tence was never finished. Trip went his heels, 
and rolling, thumping, rattling and grunting, 
he sprawled his six feet of length upon the 
kitchen floor, where he was greeted with 
bursts of merriment from the collected family. 
- lay quite still a moment. At last he shout- 
ed :— 


‘Open that cellar door, Ann; I may as well 
go through, clear to the bottom.’ 


TIN. 

Tin is a white metal, and found in Cornwall. 
It was well-known and much valued by the 
people who lived as much as 3000 years ago. 
Moses mentions tin, among other metals, in 
Numbers xxxi. 22. ‘Those ancient le, the 
Pheenicians, were, perhaps, among the foreign- 
ers who discovered the tin of Cornwall ; and 
so anxious were they that no other people 
should know where they found it, that they 
adopted all sorts of secret plans to prevent 
others from discovering the place ; and to such 
extremes did they carry this out, that when, on 
one occasion, a captain of a Phoenician vessel, 
coming for tin, was followed by a Roman gal- 
ley, he chose rather to run his vessel among 
the rocks, that the Romans might share the 
same fate, than let them, who were enemies to 
his country, be the theans of di ing so 


THE CHILD’S PRAYER. 
Into her chamber went 
A little girl one day ; 
And by a chair she knelt, 
And thus began to pray: 
* Jesus! my eyes I close, 
Thy form I cannot see ; 
If thou art near me, Lord, 
1 pray Thee speak to me.” 
A still small voice 
She heard within her soul ; 
“ What is it, child? I hear; 
1 hear thee—tell me all !” 


“T pray thee, Lord,” she said, 
“That Thou wilt condescend 
To tarry in my heart, 
And ever be my friend. 
The path of life is dark— 
I would not go astray : 
O, let me have Thy hand, 
To lead mein the way !” 
« Fear not, I will not leave 
Thee, poor child, all alone.” 
And then she thought she felt 
A soft hand press her own. 


“ They tell me, Lord, that all 
The living pass away : 
The aged soon must die, 
And even children may. 
O! let my parents live 
Till [ a woman grow, 
For if they die, what can 
A little orphan do ?” 
“ Fear not, my child ! 
Whatever ills may come, 
I'll not forsake thee e’er, 
« Until | bring thee home !” 


Her little prayer was said, 

And from her chamber now 
She passed forth with the light 
Of Heaven upon her brow. 

“ Mother, I’ve seen the Lord— 
His hand in mine [ felt, 
And O! I heard Him say, 
As by my chair [ knelt: 
* Fear not, my child! 
Whatever ills may come, 
I'll not forsake thee e’er, 
Until I bring thee home!’ ” 


HONESTY. 

A certain poor widow, one winter’s day, had 

just consumed her little stock of wood, without 

nowing where she could obtain any more.— 
She put her children to bed soon after, and sat 
shivering over a few dying embers, in full view 
of a large wood pile, belonging to her rich, 
hard-hearted neighbor. The thought darted 
into her mind, ‘ Had I but one handful of that 
wood to keep me from freezing, how glad I 
should be; he has enough and never would 
miss it.’ ‘ 

After many struggles, she concluded to go, 
after her neighbor had gone to bed, and get 
one handful, that she might be able to get her- 
self some breakfast. She went and picked up 
the wood, but the thought of stealing over- 
whelmed her, that forgetting where she was, 
she spoke aloud: 

* Have I come to this? Must I steal? O, 
I cannot. But if I don’t I must freeze; but O, 
away.’ 

Again the horrors of winter drove her back, 
and again she picked up the wood, and again 
she threw it down, saying, 

‘TI can’t steal, and if I perish, I will perish.’ 

She went home and went to bed. The rich 
man stood at his door and heard all the poor 
woman said, and it softened his heart, Early 
next morning he sent her eight loads of wood 
and other articles, telling her she was wel- 
come ; adding ‘ you fairly drove an evil genius 
out of me last night.’ 


A NOBLE BOY. 


In Andover, says the Rockville Republican, 
a few days ago, two little children, a boy and a 
girl, respectively nine and ten years of age, 
started from the school-house on their return 
home, and instead of taking their accustomed 
route by the highway, they took a shorter by- 
way which leads over Hop River by means of 
a pole laid across. The water here was about 
seven feet deep, the pole was quite slippery, 
and in consequence, the little girl in attempt- 
ing to cross, slipped and fell into the current. 


The little fellow who was with her, however, 





valuable an article of commerce. The captain 
thus lost his ship, but kept the secret. He 
ultimately returned home, when his people re- 
warded him, by compensation, for his losses.— 
By such precautions they enjoyed a profitable 
trade in tin for about 300 years. The secret 
was at length discovered, and the Greeks, 
Gauls, and Romans came in turn for a share of 





reached forward to save her, and had barely 
time to catch hold of her bonnet. By this he 
held her some time, at a loss what todo. At 
last the bonnet strings broke, and both were 
precipitated into the stream, where, clinging to 
each other, and kept afloat by their nts, 
they paddled down to where they chained 


foot-hold, and in reaching 
The little girl was chilled through, and could 





hooks well into the rogue’s flesh, he moved on, 
his prey closely following. He then quickened 
his pace, giving every now and then another 
jerk. In this mode, affecting not to feel the 





fish he had hooked, he led the knave clear of 
the crowd to a by street. ‘Now, my fine fel-| 
low, I have you. Don’t fish in my pockets) 
again. 

He unbuttoned his coat to slacken the | 
pocket, but in vain did the thief endeavor to) 
extricate himself, the hooks were too deep in| 
his hand, so my acquaintance took out. his| 


he had used for the trap, and bade the pick- 

ket walk off to a surgeon, as he thought he 
Fad been tolerably well punished.—Cyrus | 
Redding’s Fifty Years’ Recollections. 


LUDICROUS INCIDENT, 


I had gone to Dhanis to christen the child of | 
a German. Being then but poorly versed in 
the language, [ had written on a piece of paper | 
the word taufen (to baptize,) not to confound | 
it with kaufen (to buy,) or verkaufen (to sell.)— | 
Unfortunately I forgot my paper, and was forc- 
ed to trust to my good fortune. 

On reaching the father’s cabin, { asked him | 
if he had not some children to—verkaufen ?— 
On seging the “— depicted on the worthy 
Alsatian’s face, I guessed that I had made a 
mistake, but returned to the charge gallantly. 
Well, then, have you not two children to 
kaufen? ‘This exhausted his patience, and he 
began a furivus attack upon me, which, fortu- | 
nately I did not half understand. As I had | 
only one word left, and knew I could not make 
another mistake, I said, 

‘If they are not to sell or buy, they must be 
to taufen.’ 

My friend looked at me attentively, and de- 
tecting some trace of the priest, burst out into 
a hearty laugh, in which I could not refrain 
from joining. 


IMPROPRIETIES OF SPEECH. 


Avoid such forms of expression as ‘ Do like 
I do,’ ‘She ran like I did.’ These are mere 
vulgarisms. Substitute as for like, and you| 
have the correct form. The blunder is more 
common in the Southern and Middle States 
than in the Northern. 

In certain States of the Union it is common 
to hear such expressions as the — 
* Don’t let on about it,’ ‘If you Jet on, I shall be 
offended,’ &c. ; the conversational meaning at- 
tached to let on heing to betray or disclose.— 
The idiom is vulgar, local and provincial, and | 
would be unintelligible to a person accustomed | 
to hear nothing but pure English. Indeed, we | 
believe it is peculiar to portions of the United 
| States. The sooner it is banished from society, 
the better. 

Dont is a contraction of do not, and not of | 
does not. Don’t for does not (as in ‘ he don't} 
study’) is‘ vulgarism. If you must indulge in 
a contraction, say he doesn’t study. 








Messrs. Olmstead & Co.—As I had nothing | 
else to do, I thought I would make an enigma, | 
which you are at liberty to publish. 


1 am composed of 16 letters. 

My 5, 11, 16, is an article of drink. 

My 14, 11, 13, 6, 4, is a fierce animal. 

My 9, 14, 8, 4, is something seen in the even- 


ing. 
Sty 15, 16, 11, 3, 12, is a vegetable. 
My 1, 4, 2, 6, 16, is a color. 
My 7, 11, 5, is something sometimes worn. 
My 10, 2, 8, 4, 14, is a part of the body. 
My whole is the name of an ex-president. 
, B. H, Canrsa. 


ANSWER TO ENIGMA. 
Medford, July 1, 1858. 
Messrs. Olmstead & Co., Gents.—The an- 
swer to the enigma in the Companion of this 
date, by ‘G. F. K.,’ I find to be Louis Philippe. 


A young man once left the paths of virtue, 
and fell into wickedness. ‘But oh) said he, 
‘I was never, never beppy for wherever I 
went, and whichever way [ turned, an angel 
met me in the way. That angel was the image 
| of my Christian and it forever reminded 
me of my father’s my sister’s love, 
my mother’s prayers, my innocent boyhood, 
could not get away from it.’ And at last it 
brought the wanderer back. 


A shoemaker, intending to be absent a few 
days, lampblacked a shingle with the following, 
without date, and nailed. it upon his door :—‘ I 
will be home in ten days from the time you see 
this shingle.’ 





knife and whipped off the skirt of the old coat | * 


8 
| enjoys. While 





MOSES H. agnonnt. 


Treasurer, 
a jo. 13 Cornhill, Besta, 


S$ $$ 
AYER’S CHERRY PECTORAL 
AS long been manufactured by a ractical hemes | 
and every ounce of it under his own eye. 
— aoe - e sealed 1 her: 
w from counterfeits, and consequently can 
as genuine, without sdulteration: It pL ACh 
remedy the world has ever known for the cure of al] 
monary complaints ; for coughs, colds, hoarseness, sate, 
croup, whooping-cough, bronch incipient 
tion, and for the relief of consumptive patients ig 
vanced stages of the disease. As time makes these fa 


wider and better known, this medicine has gradually 
ie mm 





the best reliance of the afflicted, from 
American peasant to the palaces of E 
Thrcegpees this entire country, in eve' 

an 


me 
of the 


es of the throat and lungs. In many foreign commit 
is extensively used by their most intelligent physician. 
If there is any dependence on what men of every siatia 
certify it has done fo: we can trust ore 
senses when we see the dangerous atfections of the 
yield to it: if we can depend on thi of 
gent physicians, whose business is to know ; in short, § 
there is any reliance upon any thing, then is it isefm 
bly proven that this medicine does cure the class of &. 
eases it is designed for, md any and all other 
known to mankind. Nothing but its intrinsic 
and the istakable benefit ferred on 
ufferers, could originate and maintain the reputation | 
been 





hile many inferior remedies have 
upon the community, have failed, and been di 
has gained friend every trial, conferred 
the afflicted they can never forget, and produced 
too numerous and remarkable to be forgotten. 
Prepared by Dr. J. C. AYER, 
PRACTICAL AND ANALYTICAL CHEMISD 
Lowell, Mass, 
And sold by all the Druggists everywhers. 
; ggis ryw 





XTEVERY FAMILY“) 
SHOULD HAVE ONE OF 
GROVER & BAKER’S 
Ts reasons aoe the pesteenee is giyen to the GROT. 
ER & BAKER machine, are the following: 
FIRST—It is MORE SIMPLE and EASILY KEPT) 
other machine. 4 
D—It makes a seam which will not BP 
BAVEL, though every third stitch is cut. , 
THIRD—It sews from two ord 


trouble of winding thread is avoi 
Machine can be adapted, at pleas 


e, by 
| Of spools, to all varieties of work. 


FOURTH—The same Machine runs silk, linen @ 
nd common spool-cotton, with equal facility. 4 
FIFTH—The seam is as elastic as the most | 
fabric, so that it is free from all liability to break 
washing, ironing, or otherwise. 
SIXTH The stitch made by this Machine is 
wonvtitrt than any other made, either by hand orm 
chine. 

Twenty Patterns to Select From 

PRICE FROM $75 TO $125. 
In making remittances, Drafts must be 
HE G 


made payull 
to the Order of T ROVER & BAR 
SEWING MACHINE COMPANY. 


PRINCIPAL SALES ROOMS 


18 Summer Street, . . 

495 Broadway, . . 

730 Chestnut Street, . 
5l—ly 


._ ‘New 
Philadelphi 


in 





'B. G. MORRIS, 
GENERAL BOOK-BINDER AND 
Account Book Manufacturer. 
Booms Nos. 15 and 16 M. M. Ballou’s Publishing 
Winter Street, Beston. 


LAIN and Ornamental Bindings of ev: 
in Ancient and Modern Designs, executed will 

ness and despatch. Music, Periodicals, and old i 
neatly repaired and bound to order. Book Edge © 
ai arbling for the Trade. Particular attention: 
to gilding Letter and Note Paper, &c. Estimates 
dered to Authors and Publishers. For ‘Books 
tered and Accented in the Neatest style. 

N Gentlemen’s Libraries. 
on the most Reasonable Terms. 


0-1) 





GRECIAN PAINTING 
AND ANTIQUE PAINTING ON GLAss. 
f]Vhese beatiful arts, as well as Oriental and 
. manie, can be reac ily learned by any child 
teacher, from wey care ~ a directions 
el with reciepts for varnis) -) by 
J. E. TILTON, 
Salem, Mass., 
at $1,00 post paid. Or they are furnished free 
chasers of five dollars worth of engravings or 
“ Hiawatha’s Wooing,” and a companion, 
oe hie BL Me are the most deem) 
for Grecian ings ever published. 
with seperate end minute directions for oleiag 
each. lars with all inf ion and list . 
ings, can be had by enclosing one stamp- i if 
SUPPLIED 48 USUAL. 








YOUTH’S COMPANION 
A FAMILY PAPER 
DEVOTED TO 
Piety, Morality, aaennl Leve- 
ouuermap &@ CO., BOSTON, MB 





No. 22 School Street. » 
Paice $1 a zn. Sas gnomes 70m Oy 24) 
BOUND YOLUMIG $1 and $1, ..| 
W. Hyde & E. F. Duren, Bangor, Age 





